x	THE  MEMOIRS  OF JACQUES  CASANOVA
nova was quintessentially of that eighteenth century which
was swept away by the French Revolution, whose distant
noise scarcely disturbed him in his retirement at Dux; that
life was behind him and it mattered little to him that it
would never return. The world in which he had lived well,
if not wisely, "seemed none the worse," says Hnvelock
Ellis, "for the apparent subsidence of Christianity; in the
opinion of many it seemed to be very much better, The
tolerant paganism of classic days appeared to be reasserting
itself, robustly in England, with a delicate refinement in
France,—setting the paganism of Watteau against the pa-
ganism of Fielding—while Goethe and the Germans gen-
erally were striving to rescue and harmonize the best of
Christianity with the best of antiquity. European civilization
was fully expanded; for a long time no great disturbing
force had arisen, and though on every side the tender buds
«of coming growths might have been detected, they could not
yet reveal their strength. Such a period certainly has its
terrible defects; mellowness is not far from rottenness. But
then youth also has its defects, and its crude acidity is still
further from perfection."
In his delightful portrait of Casanova, whose name he
strikingly couples with those of Stendhal and Tolstoy, Stefan
Zweig presents the Venetian adventurer as representing the
first and most primitive stage of self-portraiture: the naive
and ingenuous delight in life for life's sake, untroubled by
psychological or religious introspection. That, in effect, is
the singular fascination of these Memoirs, their complete
freedom from moral or intellectual inhibitions. The exterior
world alone exists for Casanova; he sees it as an adventure,
a gamble, and pays the price of his follies with the same
unconcern as he accepts his good fortunes. In all his travels
he never once notes a landscape, or pauses to admire the
effects of Nature. Human nature is his exclusive pleasurej
the more people there are about him the happier he feels;
the town rather than the country is his hunting ground. A
dilettante of the arts and sciences, museums and picture

